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John Sprocket! Leaves Sophia Starling,
Union Station, Denver, March 1874
by Robert Cooperman

We wait for the east-bound
to whisk her away, leave me empty—
a fisherman in a fable, granted
three wishes, all turning out bad.
Maybe I’ll shoot the first man I meet,
or hang myself, or toss my worthless husk
from Long’s Peak, food for buzzards.
She stands separate, already in England,
married, with a yardful of kids
tugging at her apron-strings.
Senseless to watch her wave good-bye
from inside that steel nightmare.
“I can’t abide fare-thee-wells,” I say,
tip the brim of my stetson, and pivot,
almost lose my balance, from knowing
I’ll never see her again.
“John!” I hear her call,
feel her take my arm,
England a lifetime behind her.
But folks rush past, no one noticing
my scarred face or caring who I am,
and it was only wishing,
not her real fingers or her warm,
staggered breathing in my ear
of that night in the frozen cabin
when she clung to me in the black-out instant
when gatling-guns went off in our heads.
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1 wake from that memory, sitting my mount:
unlike her Wren, I never named it,
just a smooth stepper, gentle;
a gelding, it can’t know what I’m grieving
even if every whore in the territory
gave it to me eager as if I was Lincoln
come back in justice and glory,
not a murmur about money changing hands.
To be continued in future issues.
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